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In the 1870s in France, Arthur Rimbaud, a seventeen year old child 
prodigy, in his famed “Lettre du Voyant” declared the artistic project 
for the poets to follow him: The poet must be a visionary. Rimbaud’ 
entire poetic work was produced before he was nineteen. As no 
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of youth, those lives not yet lived or realized. 


It seems fitting to the State University of New York, more than a 
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prophecies of those prodigious poets whose first books are published 
late in their careers, carrying in their lines the weight of entire lives 
lived in the tumult of the actual. 
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Introduction 


In workshops on the creative process, | tell the writers and artists 
who are learning to reach into their creativity that we bring our 
entire lives to each moment, and that we can indeed make a book 
out of the enormous weight of feeling that attaches to our experience. 
The first workshop I taught on this subject, I had the inestimable 
good fortune to be team-teaching with Harry Staley, whose talent, 
creativity, scholarship, and ability to pick up any ball whatsoever 
and run with it, never ceased to astonish me. Actor, Joyce scholar, 
nurturing teacher to generations of SUNY at Albany students, the 
most supportive and enlivening of colleagues, Harry Staley is also 
one of those extraordinary poets who has brought an entire life to a 
stunning book published late in his career. In our cultural life at this 
time and place, we have no easy way to recognize striking talent in 
artists too modest and sometimes too busy to promote their own 
work. For years audiences in Albany have had the pleasure of hear- 
ing Staley perform these powerful and brilliant poems. The lives of 
poets do not follow predictable patterns. Sometimes it takes a life to 
make a book. Sometimes it takes the restraint, the hard apprentice- 
ship, the integrity and determination involved in a rigorous quest 
for perfection to keep from publishing one’ work until it has realized 
its ideal form. In this book, The Lives of a Shell-Shocked Chaplain, 
Harty Staley has given us the result of such a quest, a life of patient 
and selfless work for the sake of the art. This publication will enable 
audiences beyond Staley’s immediate surroundings at last to make 
the acquaintance of a powerful and original poet. 


This dazzling narrative and dramatic sequence follows the life of 
one Charles J. McCaffery from his birth in 1920 to his death in a 
nursing home in 1987. By the use of this narrative framework, 
Staley not only enables himself to deal with the rites of passage in 
the life of an ordinary ethical and decent human being in this nation 
in this century, but he also enables himself to write a kind of poetic 
history of the great moments of historical crisis of our time, as seen 
through the life of an ethical protagonist. Immersed in the historical 
and cultural detail (films, comedy shows) of our century, McCaffery 
relives his life as if it had indeed been a film. Service in World War 
I] is the pivotal event in the imaginary McCafferys life. But through 
that event, we see refracted the later wars, in particular the war in 
Vietnam. Because McCaffery is reflecting in his old age upon his 
entire life, time and history become collapsed, concentrated to one 
moment of moral choice which is every moment of choice. The 


compelling vision of these poems is that no event in history happens 
only in its own time. No decision involves only the elements of that 
decision. No war is only that war; it carries the common structure 
and common choices of all wars. And it is this experience, this 
knowledge that choices that were right in their time may retrospec- 
tively and retroactively have been wrong, that drives the protagonist 
of these poems from shell-shock into that final visionary madness 
our great cultural myths tell us is also prophetic insanity. 


Listen to the fierce rhythms of the opening poem and chant, “Chalk 
it:” “Chalk it up to chance / to check points to chicken out / to 
chevrons to chaplains to corpses / chalk the shrewd comedians / 
chalk Bob Hope and charity.” Enjoy the wit, 1920's slang and 
atmosphere, and formal intricacy of “Noc—turnes (from early films): 
“a corpse and several cops/cops and a single corpse / murdered by 
a christmas gun / complete with gleaming cartridges / for a dollar- 
forty-nine /at Abraham and Straus... / went BLAT, went BLAT-BLAT- 
BLAT / to register: / one tear in the tux; two holes in the brow; / but 
never the name of Chuck-the-Avenger, who / always arranged to be 
known as Pat / when he carried a heater, when he carried a gat.” 


” 


Encounter McCaffery in his final visionary madness and moral 
anguish: 
“and I believed 
whatever weapon pierced my flesh 
bullet, shrapnel, sword, or bayonet, renewed 
the sacred penetrations that sanctify the world: 
Adam in Paradise 
Cain at the plow 
Mary and her Ghost 
The nails that pinioned Christ 
But once in war I came to know 
I was outranked by any child 
great moonlight bombers slew.” 


We are proud to be initiating the SUNY and St. Andrews 
cooperative publishing venture, “Visions and Prophecies” with this 
compelling poetic debut. It took a lifetime to write “The Lives of a 
Shell-Shocked Chaplain.” In it Staley brings his entire life to these 
prophetic poems. 

Judith E. Johnson 


For Helen 
It will remember itself from every sides, 
for all gestures, 


in each our word 


love 


— Finnegans Wake 
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Chalk it 


Chalk it 

chalk it all 

chalk it up to the alphabets 

to chalk marks to children chewing chocolate 

to choosing sides, to cheering Chuck Klein, Charley Root 
to checking the answers 


Chalk it 

chalk it all 

chalk it up to learning what to say 

from Pacelli, Spellman, Sheen, Pius X & XII 
to old men ranting 
to pledge all legions 
to prelates chanting 
in church 


Chalk it up to old men checking to find me out 
to well-dressed cops 
to one old man chuckling 
“Greetings to Charles” 


Chalk it up to chance 
to check points to chicken out 
to chevrons to chaplains soothing corpses 
chalk the shrewd comedians 
chalk Al Jolson, Bob Hope, and charities 


Chalk it up 
to “those great boys: Our boys” and their chums 
face down in the mud 
chilled to the broken bone 
to worms at lunch under choppers churning 


to CHARGE FIVE FUSE QUICK SHELL HE 
to chunk to chalk-dust to chunk-chunk to marrow 
to chunk-chunk-chunk to Charlie-six 
to Charley I-read-you I-read-you 
willco over out 


And chalk it 
chalk it all 
chalk it up to erasing the board 
and cleaning the erasers 
to chiding the children 
and chalking their bones 


and chalk it all 
chalk all old men and alphabets 
and chortling cheaters sending greetings 
and chalk you 
chalk it all 
chalk you 
chalk it 
chalk it all 


PART | 


KARLY TIMES 


Preliminary Report from Dr. Peters, Geo-therapist: 


As with everyone, his life lies in its recounting. He is in our 
nursing-home, now, composing his life. 


What matters is the afterthought, the creative, mendacious 
afterthought. Auto-psychographal concoctions. He rides through 
every weather, bikes through blizzards, swims through 
hurricanes, bats fungoes in the fog. Occasionally, like Julius 
Caesar, he recounts his exploits in the Third Person Singular. 


It is worth noting, incidently, that he dates the events of his life 
quite tendentiously. It is worth noting, as well, that his most 
telling insights occur within a twilight of mind, a mental 
crepuscule, hypnogogic, on either quivering edge of sleep. He 
thinks of them as nocturnes. I would say he’s better at bed than 
bed-rock. 


Penmanship (1931, 1984) 


He (1) dipped the pen-nib into the blue ink-well, 
inscribing all we’d need to know 
in lovely cursive servile script. 


He (1) trained in Palmer-Method 
ovals and pushpulls 

by the Sisters of the Iron Cross 
aware of sin slithering near 
beautifully tattooed 

(ovals and pushpulls). 


Nuns and pupils (we) drove the serpent off 
with quick ejaculations, and God (numinous, austere) 
forgave. 


Already longing backward from my future, he (1) 
wooed my approbation, mine and all the tall appraisers, 
nuns and priests and God (ubiquitous), everywhere, 
everywhere, their evaluating stare: 


in sleep, 
with Vera, Mary, Grace and Gloria, tracing ovals; 
he (I) making pushpulls 


in dreams, 
he (1) hide in oval shell—holes; 
then, brave in no-man’-land, he (I) push 


a metal bayonet into German guts, pull 
the wet blade free 

before we wake and wash 

and walk to school. 


Argument from Design (1933, 1980, 1930) 


In the damp sockets of Charles’ eyes moves an image, 
plump maggots scavenying a turtle shell 

forty-seven years ago, a bright ceramic 

cleansed by scavengers. 


Succulent in its cranium his brain survives, 
at times considering 
commonplace concavities: 


sweaty thunbles, salad bowls and pots, 
gutted cantaloupes “with worty rinds 
and reddish orange flesh,” nutshells, 
umbrellas, Yankee Stadium; 


suddenly again, from nearly fifty years ago, 
the tront-page picture of a fallen “Chinaman,” 
mouth wide open, 

his skull as yet within his skin 

beside an empty helinet. 


Nocturnes (from early films) 


1. Dog-Fight (1928) 


Through the quiet bedroom’ ruthless skies 

I fly my Fokker...Camel on my tail 
detonated by an Albatros... 

I dispatch three spads...blimps burst and all 
night long Teutonic conflagrations scar 

the dark around the cockpit in my cot, 

while God, the Grown-up, watches from afar 
the fall of sparrows, Cambrai, Camelot, 

and the Cities of the Plain. At PS. 4 

I swoop and fire on the teaching staff, 
wound the principal, bank and swerve 
east-north-east to battered Armentiere 
where, spying frightened relatives, I strafe 
and watch them flee across the bedroom floor. 


2. Autopsy (1928) 


a corpse and several cops 

cops and a single corpse 

murdered by a christmas gun 

complete with gleaming cartridges 

for a dollar-forty-nine 

at Abraham & Straus... 

went BLAT, went BLAT-BLAT-BLAT 

into four little wells of brimming blood 
and the courage of the victim trickled out 
complicating quietly the colors of the rug 
turning dark and dry before the cops arrived 


to copy down: 

one tear in the tux; two holes in the brow; 

but never the name of Chuck-the-Avenger, who 
always arranged to be known as Pat 

when he carried a heater, when he carried a gat. 


3. Double-Feature (1929) 


All afternoon Charles chewed and swallowed, 
savoring carnage, the glitter of wounds, 
maliynant hools and heels, 

the cry of Redskins teared by starlets 

pale as the Virgin Mary 


KK KR ok KK 


After the hun plunged burning back to earth 
dark syrup, a sinister trickle, 

seeped trom the pilots lip 

thickened slowly down his chin 

like coagulated chocolate 

licked in early evening 

all the way home. 


4. All Quiet on the Western Front (1932) 
Unspent bullets, bright as gems, mean 
as teeth, threaten the silence, season 

the darkuess, potent sculpture, biding 

tu the bedivom 

the alaruu-clock holds 

supers fire from windowsills, 

canuou trom the mantleshelf, 

bullets zip past ylittermg spiked helmets, 
lony Zeppelius ignite, towers tretuble, totter, fall, 
alony explosion furtive silence shane 
a final dischatye atmistce atid shame 


sult, sperit silerice, 


share 


Services (1929) 


I 

After Black Tuesday the light began to change. 
October grew dim in offices and stores 

and the nervous eyes of relatives. 


Sunday Charles attended Children’s Mass, 
lulled by Latin; carefully Young Father Smith 
revealed the host, 

omnipotent and bright, 

larger than a quarter. 


In the vestibule Old Father Smith 
who would outlive his troubled sight 
waited for the end of Mass 

to watch the children pass him by, 
his one eye blind, the other sad. 


U 

[About Sr. Thomasine and Old Father Smith: 

Old Father Smith had only one eye. She had never stopped to 
wonder how or when the eye had darkened, and decades later she 
could not remember which eye, right or left, which eye had the 
slow—fading light of the parish drained out of it. In confession, as 
she remembered, his head shown dimly like a spectral hallow—e’en 
pumpkin, almost winking, the good eye glittering 

sympathetically; the other dark, a dry unreadable hollow.] 


Il 

Vietnam, 1966 

Even as I hold aloft the unscarred disk 
I understand the holy rage of Cain 
who laid the harvest of his heart, 

the yield of earth and seed, 

bloodless wine and bloodless grain, 


before the sanguinary eye of God 

who found such sacrifice unworthy of his name 
and vouchsafed his regard 

on Abel's immolated Lamb, 

a slaughtered creature, its shy heart stilled 

to satisfy the hungers of the Lord. 


The transubstantiated host holds Christ de-stigmatized: 


the wounds are gone, 

the wine won't scab, the bread won't scar, 

there’s nothing there for Thomas’ hand to touch 
unlike the bodies of the faithful, kneeling here 

and swallowing; whose warm and mortal blood 
absorbs the sacrament, and courses on a little longer. 


Biology One (1934, 1957) 


Brother Gilbert intoned: “Boys, ah boys! 
Remember Ruth, and forget about old Darwin,” 


who was, we knew, an atheist and kinda foreign 

and claimed we came from apes 

who came from fish who learned to fly 

or crawl and climb old trees and then climb down again 
and learned to walk upright and use the thumb 

and think and talk and master Latin 

and pitch and HIT HOME RUNS, “Ah, the Babe, boys!” 


Just last night, still hearing him, I sank through sleep 
and illiterate leagues of ancient oceans, down 

to the salty womb of everyone. There 

a killer whale, deeply aloft, aware of spotlights 

shining in high night, 

stares through tides and surging centuries, 
metamorphoses and nests, spires and temporary towers, 
soaring chambers of power deeply aloft in high night 
above the last vast evaporation and the blank 

obituaries of 


tigers orioles cardinals cubs 

giants indians senators reds 

braves pirates 

Boston, Brooklyn, Washington, New York: 
THE YANKEES, “Ah, the Babe!” 


Take Us In, Mister? (1930%, 1944) 


(Chanted by children in front of movie houses, imploring passersby of 
legal age to take their money and buy the tickets for them) 


One hot day an old man with bad teeth, a tough tattoo 
and a scary smile, gave us our tickets 

one to me, one to Jack McKay, 

winked twice and walked away. 


Inside, Buster Crabbe, young, decent, dead, 
and tied to the saddle of a terrified horse, 
galloped home across the plains. 

TAKE US IN, MISTER? 

far from the jungle where Buster Crabbe 
swung through the trees, protecting natives 
and killing malevolent beasts. 

TAKE US IN, MISTER? 

far from Mars and luminous castles 

where Buster scorned the allure 

of Princess Aura. 


TAKE US IN, MISTER? 


Buster Crabbe survived like Jesus Christ, 
to be observed in separate apparitions. 


TAKE US IN, MISTER? 
far from the tropical sniper in a literal tree 


who sighted Corporal John McKay 
serial mtimber 12. 5s. 347 nnd 


Asymptote (1945) 


(A line which continually approaches a given curve, but does not meet it 


within a finite distance.) 


You must remember this as time goes by: 
as time goes by there’ll come a time 
when time will start to STOP going by 
and when it stops the bogeys go 

but that won’t matter, 

you won't know. 


oh KK 


In April 1944 

Cpl. Cyril Marowitz tore 

the limbs and head from a musical doll 
(dressed in a German uniform) 


He spared its trunk so we all could hear 
the pain of its delicate tune. 

Marowitz died of artillery vibes 

on a noisy afternoon, 

nobody noticed the doll was gone. 


ok KK 


It’s still the same old story: 

You can’t know the locus of a point, kid, 
where the crazy curve of life, kid, 

hits the crazy line of death. 


ok 
Bogey 
Bogey 
Bogey 
Bogey 


an imaginary source of fear 
a bugbear 
an evil goblin 


a screen image that is unidentified, but hostile 


Le Bourget (1946) 


Shopping in the A&P, 


McCaffery comes upon Charles Augustus Lindbergh, 


slim, bitter, transparent, 
between McCaffery and the frozen foods. 


As a child, 

McCaffery knew the dead sometimes return, 
agonized transparencies, 

part fog, part mist, and cold, 

their neglected anguish unresolved, 
despairing through the space of living people’s 
living dreams. 


But now while politicians plan 

to renovate the rubbled towns and decorate 
or camouflage vacated concentration camps, 
McCaffery knows the dead do not return, 
and when he wakes from post-war sleep, 


ignores the implications of his dreams. 

At the laundromat 

he watches swirling windows, 

while Lindbergh, 

once more in mid-flight, 

with every searchlight in the target field 
yearning west, hears spectral voices 

come to guide him through the dark 
toward Europe where the votaries of Thule 
publicize the Protocols of Zion. 


Unlike ghosts 
heroes in their lost and legendary space 
perform forever, abetting certain patriotic minds. 


Even now, this solid morning in Atlantic Avenue, 
McCaffery stands outside YE TOY & HOBBY SHOP, 
gazing at a fragile monoplane, 

his face transparent on the storefront glass. 


Engagement (1949, 1917) 


In shallow sleep 
Charles hears again the old explosive skies of childhood: 
jam-tin in hand, he races from a wall of fire, falls 
somewhere near the Somme stranded on barbed wire, 
all night long hallucinating peace, 
quiet homes restored to timeless girls, 
every wound and wall and window healed 
and lovely women offer yet again 
soft white feathers to sensitive young men 
who hear the drone of future bombing planes 
(all bass and baritone, fatherly, avuncular) 
Freidrichsafen 
Handley-Page 
Gotha 
Stuka 
Lancaster 
B-29 


in valiant moonlight raids 

murdering a girl who hated 

ovaltine 

her total memory spilling out in viscid lumps 
intimate images drying off 

as lofty brave vibrations soften toward the west, 
beyond a billboard standing tall, and smoking: 


LUCKY STRIKE GREEN HAS GONE TO WAR 


Near Belleau Woods, Verdun, and Anzio 
the words of Sister Thomasine 

explain subtraction: 

minuend subtrahend difference or remainder 
minuend subtrahend difference or remainder 
minuend subtrahend difference or remainder 


Aging in the local Legion Hall 

near Charles McCaffery’ dream 

veterans of old battlefields recall 

skinny copulations, scored on week-end pass 
long ago in lovely Fayetteville. 


PART II 


THERAPY 


(1970_1974) 


“Peace on earth!” was said. We sing it. 
And pay 2 million priests to bring it. 
After two thousand years of mass 
We’ve got as far as poison gas. 

— Thomas Hardy 


When I was a child my friends and I would play in the clean dry 
ratless trenches of World War I, where the wounded shed 
playblood, and after we shot enough bullets and threw enough 
grenades and fired enough cannons, the living and the dead got 
up and walked home to their parents. 

— Fr. Charles McCaffery, Christmas Sermon 1971. 


Dr. Peters: 
<a aaa | 


Life is reminiscence; the universe is reminiscence. Rock bears 
memory in every fissure, crevice, scrape. From billions of years to 
seconds ago, the earth shapes on by silent sedimentation (sil-sed). 
My practice honors the principle of relative reminiscence (rel-rem); 
not “remembeving the present,” but anticipating the past, 

reading the “clefts of rocks.” 


All that to one side, | understood immediately that this priest 


should not have been sent either to Korea, or Latin America, or 
Vietnam. 
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Immersion (Dr. Peters’ notes) 


He still dreams he’s learning how to swim 
while grown-ups on the beach 
encourage him. 


These days he dreams alone; no one on the shore, 
breathing ordinary air, 
needs or cares to care. 


He yearns to yearn once more 

towards something he has yet to learn, 
something brave that he has never done, 
rehearsed in dreams and then 
performed at last by day. 


He tends to sleep through shallow waters now 
far from the deepest volumes where 

deep-sea scrawls 

hold tales of tide-lost gallantries 

read by children, 


not by him. He sounds the depths in vain 
and, nothing fathomed, surfaces to dawn 
and deadly air. 


Casualties 


When Buster Crabbe died inside my sound track 

| hid beside a rigid and eroding cow 

far beneath a sleek metallic shark shrieking through 
ecstasies of counter-battery, 

diving toward MY SKULL 


an abrupt blazing impact, centrifugal & in- 

different rage of power, eradicating cartilage & marrow 
& gelatinous convolutions, 

burst & oblivion simultaneous, nothing 

left to stiffen or decay, 

my sensuous center senselessly dispersed 

until the ruthless parousia counter-clocks the world 
restoring all the bits of bone & skin & flesh & fat 

& stone-cold bovine carcasses & senile Buster Crabbe, 


exposing every idle word or deed, or lust or thought 
that tainted my once-demolished brain 


& confronting me with every broken boy 
I blessed for battle. 
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Sacrifications 


(bless/bles/.. .fr.O.E. bletsion fr. blod, blood; fr. the use of blood in 
consecration) 


out of cave, slit-trench, grave, they come 
into my sleeping brain, caked blood bathed in surplus 
very flairs, 

respectful uncertain unanointed 


ok 


their guts once 
stank like glistening garbage 


I bless them 

a lover here, a lover there, 
lifts a voice in prayer, 
asking God to spare 

this one, just this one, spare 
this one... 


1 bless them all 


[Geo. Peters offers the following information 

from Mayan history: 

Bloodletting and sacrification played a leading part in religious 
observance. Blood was drawn from the nose, the forehead, the 
cheeks, the lower lips, the elbows, arms, thighs and legs, and the 
private parts. The blood thus obtained, as well as that of 
sacrificial victims, human as well as animal, was liberally 
sprinkled over their idols.] 


KK 


...live-stock, trench meat, drying 
inside my brain. Hadn’t they sensed 
the burly sergeants folding flags 
after Taps 
after harmless blank 
salvos? 


I bless them. 


KKK 
...a lover here, a lover there, 
lifts a voice in prayer 
begging God to spare 
this one, just this one, spare 
this one. 

kK OK 


[Peters, again: 

The perforations and cutting instruments used in these blood- 
letting rites were... knives and blades made of flint, obsidian, 
bones, and shell.] 


1 bless them all! 
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Dark Cubes 


But of the cities of these people, 

which the Lord thy God doth give thee 

for an inheritance, thou shalt 

save alive nothing that breatheth: 

But thou shalt utterly destroy them 
— Deut. 20:16 


In one dark cube or another, in the movies, in the bedroom, my 
old dreams batter humanity, 

an almost anonymous slaughter with a few elegant names, 
Ayres, Baxter, Bosworth, Clive... 


Dr.Oscar Homolka, the psychoanalist, 
warned of rage in heaven and homicidal paranoia, 
but nobody guessed his sweating hysteria 
possessed a Balkan truth even as silver Zeppelins 
eased, smooth, through cold space, 
nudging darkness, piercing night, 
toward Paris, London, toward our diocese, 
into dreams between the walls, between the wars, 
Spaniards slaughter Spaniards in fiction, film, and 
barrio, while THE HINDENBURG sails east 
and later, somewhere else (between the walls), 
paratroops descend like doomsday angels 
killing sinners, sparing saints: 
choirs of maggots cleanse the battlefield 
leaving bits of boneshine 
unlike splattered shreds of flesh and muddy corpses 
left to dry in Belleau Woods, 

and nothing like the living frog 
1 killed in Summer 1932, a lump 
of soggy camouflage, her astounded eyes the size 
of BBs that, phump—phump, did the job 
in the lovely light of early afternoon. 


Morning Song 


...then pit inside my sleep, slight, 
isolated, pit, then another outside, 


sharp, isolated, like battle opening beyond the windowpane, 


light rain, hesitant, uncertain, 
drops deepen like open vowels, 
farther back and lower in the throat, 
pit, bled, blood, 

they concentrate, rattling under 
high rounds of thunder 

blasting overhead 

like battles fought from soft seats 
in the movies of my childhood, 
artillery mixed with musketry 
killing scores of valiant youth 

in blazing black-and-white 


in nineteen forty-four “somewhere in France,” 
Norton Ipswich Alexander, 

whom we privates and corporals called 
Ipswich 

because we liked the sound of it, 


died 


his real, three-dimensional jaw torn away, the blood 
spread red, searching cold space 

for something warm to heal 

flesh, or cartilage, or bone, somewhere in France, 


his death, I remember, 
was the very first of very few 
in a quiet sector 
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movie wounds are frightful, but 

I don’t know what Norton felt, fading quick, unlike 
the film star, draped on barbed wire all night long, 
while other actors pray for him to die 


dignified generals praise their dead; sometimes 
I try to picture them with shattered jaws, like Norton, 
or this morning’s mouse, taut and cooling in the trap 


That might be what woke me just before the storm, 
something in another room 
went like that 


Apochrypha 


Genesis 
far from sunlight dark fish suck and gulp 
sometimes almost waking I remember 


Resurrection 

the wounds dried in the tomb 
bearded and battered the son emerged 
ready to rally the fugitives 


John 

in the be- buh- ...in 

the beginning was the... what... 

was the wuh- the wuh- ...in the 

bub- ...bub- ...in the be- 

... ginning was the... what?...the what? 
in the... 
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About the Aeneid (1972) 


Exoriare aliquis nostris ex ossibus ultor 
(Arise some avenger from our bones.) 


Although my mastery of Latin fades, 
that Queen translates herself forever 
into fire, an angry light 

for cold imperilled voyagers; 

the classic blaze dims down 

to prosody and syntax 

fluttering in dactyls. 


And I, a later voyager, over fifty years adrift, 
contemplate the grammar, not the pain, 

of burning bones and vengeance; 

I who claim to be incensed 

about the burning bones in Mylai, 

after Belsen, Nagasaki, Watts, 

and Washington. 


What then of Dido’s pyre? She 

and the language of her love are dead 
while modern fires seethe 

where proud and pious syllables 

(El Salvador, Granada, Concepcion, Colon) 
mark the reach of recent empire. 


Aliquis...ultor? Some avenger? 


From the holy ash of “pagan” bones, napalmed far away, 
let some surviving love 

redeem the years of sacrilege 

while we God-fearing Christians study all night long 

to parse the meaning of our bombs. 


Mother Behold Thy Son 


I 

...almost napping, i enjoyed the teel 

of rubber—sheeting underneath. i saw 

the shiny cloth around christ’ loins 

in the crucifix beyond my mother’s chair. Her eyes 
above black headlines 

were watching me. 

i closed my 

LET YOUR DICKEY ALONE 

own eyes 

TAKE YOUR HAND AWAY 

it wasn't 

FROM THERE 

there 
TAKE IT AWAY 

but i couldn't 

LET GO 

let go unless 

DID YOU HEAR 

i grabbed it to show 

WHAT I SAID 

she wasn't wrong 

DID YOU HEAR 

and held it to show she wasn’t wrong 
WHAT I SAID 

while she came toward me 


iat 

Vagabonds 

It might have been late dusk, maybe 1934, 
big letters, Argon? Neon? Red? Ivory? Blue? 
began to glow against a sudden autumn snow, 
that fell, for all I knew, 

upon the homeless of the year. 
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I think I see a “bum” beside the movie house, 
eyes shut tight against the cold, one hand out 
in supplication, the other clutched 

against his crotch. 


Soft flakes, each indifferent and “unique,” 
seem to float through layers of ocean. 
I can hardly read the cold Marquee: 


PRIVATE WORLDS...? 
A THOUSAND LEAGUES BENEATH THE SEA...? 


Early Gothic 


Remember adolescence? 

mired in masturbation, secret years 
of solipsistic orgies. Think: 

His eye is on the spasm. 


Sr. Thomasine rebuked our tearless eyes as she, 
swallowing through pain and piety, her angry lenses 
flashing grief described 


the grisly bloody tortured death of Christ one thunderous 
Friday afternoon years and years and years ago 
and RIGHT NOW this rainy wednesday morning 
GOD 

once colorless odorless tasteless lighter than air 
hangs NOW only thirty years or so 

after Christmas and the cold night of Epiphany 
after scores of paupers and poppas played Santa 
GOD 

made up as Christ, bruised and torn and stretched 
(ambiguously moribund), 

and we murder Him with sin 


gazing at Grace Black, Mary Fleisch, Vera Potter, Gloria Gales 


(in their precocious loveliness), 

We, prolong and share the very act of sacrilege, 

of deicide and desire 

done by Adam, caused by Eve, 

who brought original filth into the stainless world 

we, Adam-and-Eve; we, Grace, Mary, Vera, Gloria; and we 
who gaze at them, 

remembering 
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Tidings (Christmas 19308, 1973) 


Having missed the early plane to Endicott, 

I heard the engines hum and roar 

and watched what looked like oil-slicks in my cup. 
I missed the safe geography I'd learned in school 
and hymns my classmates sang in unison. 


I missed the cheap electric train that turned 
and turned and turned 


(from ENDicott to WAVerly & BINGhamton 
& ITHaca 

& BINGhamton & WAVerly & HOME again 

to ENDicott beneath the Christmas Tree), 


transporting nervous relatives in shabby overcoats 

and sweaty hats, who drank from cardboard coffee-cups. 
The kind of men who 

missed 


sleek model planes that roamed out loud 

through epic corridors at home, when I, 

the GOGGLED ACE, held bombers in my hand, 

my humming heard in Flanders Fields and Hollywood, 
humming over table-tops and chairs, 

over Dresden, London, Nagasaki, Troy, 

humming after trains near Endicott. 


Contractions 


As I grew tall God shrank 
like Uncle Bill who worked for Tel & Tel 


word sped through wires, 

where sometimes birds perched and sang, 
until his world turned deaf and dis- 
connected 


but not before his sister Lil, 

young and coughing in her convent room 
where she was known as Sister Mary Charles 
died in a white winter after World War I, 

called a long-distance beyond the moon, 

past Mars, past Jupiter, past every pagan planet, 
through “wireless ether” to her Fatherly God 
who long ago uttered the first hello. 

She died, absolved and sanctified, 

bequeathing me her pious name. 


Word moves underground through buried wires now, 
and I, who once believed in Genesis, believe 

silent galaxies expand inside 

the smallest, smoothest tide-washed stone. 
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Ex-Capt. McCaffery 


[neon n. symbol Ne A rare, inert, gaseous element occurring in the 
atmosphere to the extent of 18 parts per million and obtained by fractional 
distillation of liquid air. It is colorless but glows reddish-orange in an 
electrical discharge. From Greek, neuter of neos: new.] 


In the Depression my Father marched 
six days a week through city streets 
selling neon signs that burned 

like spots of fever in the night. 


Veteran of THE WAR, 

(Captain of the Post Exchange, Camp Meade, Baltimore) 
now out of uniform and hoping for 

another war: 

officer privileges, officer’s pay. 


When Hitler's troops went storming through the Corridor, 
Father yearned; 

when Tojo triumphed in Corregidor, 

Father yearned 


But by then 
Father, nearly fifty-four, 
had grown too old to serve again. 


He inflated. Reconciled to peace. 

Barely wrinkled, totally unscarred, 

he drifted toward a private no-man’-land, 

his memory seeping out from year to year; 

and that’s how I remembered him: nothing burst, 
his world soughed peacefully away. 


Last night I saw him, bouyancy restored, lighter than air, 
ascending gently through the atmosphere, 

above the latest neon dimmed by dawn, 

higher now than history, far beyond 

Auschwitz, or Palermo, or Verdun, 

above the Spad or Messerschmitt or Zeppelin, 

rising undiminished and at large 

through silent daylight toward the roaring sun. 


Fr. Charles Visits Athens 


My soul shall be satisfied as with marrow and 
fatness: and my mouth shall praise thee... 
— Psalms 63:5 


With all his bones well-fleshed, the flesh well-clothed, 


he came to the Acropolis. 

Across the cracks he walked, happy in his fat; 

there was damp marrow in his bones; neither gland 
nor cell nor artery nor anything inside 

lay dry to toxic light like plinth or pillar. 


He sauntered smug among the ruins until 
the filling from a tooth dislodged itself. 


He spat it on the older fragments, spent the night 
dreaming of a throbbing Parthenon 

X-rayed on a screen and analyzed 

by Seward D. MacDougal, D.D:S. 


Seward spoke of root and crown, enamel, gum, 
of old decay and calcium, 
of caries and caryatids. 
Seward quoted from the O.E.D: 

Mental...1. Pertaining to the jaw 

Mental...2. Pertaining to the mind 
Seward talked of faults in every kind of ossature 
and warned of mal- 

occlusion...the action of occluding or... 

of stopping up, of closing.... 
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Offertory 


facing away from the people behind me I started to doubt and 
the people looking at my chasuble “the color of budding and 
living vegetation” whispered in ordinary language 


O Lord I am not worthy 


facing them I held the thin small white concoction some of 

them shut their eyes in abnegation and some squinted and 

some stared at the sphere of the lord pleading for indulgence 
swift unshed and untransubstantiated blood pulsing through their 
veins and I interpreted for them in proud latin domine non sum 
dignis staring at the cardboard christ 


I the holy veteran commenced to doubt seeing again profane blood 
and roiling viscera steaming in daylight “far and forgot” and the 
soaken torn camouflage 


and garbed in linen silk damask embroidery | faced the altar 

and completed the cleanly sacrifice 

nothing slaughtered gutted skewered no stigma no sacramental 
scars no nail marks no pierced thorax no rosary of thorns around 
the head I celebrated the sacrifice before this sunday flock who had 
never seen me bless a young man, blood seeping through 

olive drab. 


Caw 


I try to hold my sleep against the dawn 


I sleep against the outside light where crows 
(nuns and Sergeants priests and colonels) 
conspire in the brightening yard 

calling me from play calling me from flight 
back through the pillow calling me from flight 
beyond Saigon, beyond Hanoi, and Seoul, 
calling me from flight 

I fly high beyond the call 

cursing God for every shattered wall 


I sleep against the clarifying day against a plebiscite 
of murdered selves forgotten relatives and mean 
authorities bleeding friends parents and parishioners 
conspiring with a squad of crows 

to call me back again to call me down 

to call me back to call and call and call 


Bt 
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Paradoxology 


I 

On the metal box of chocolate walks a boy 
holding a metal box of chocolate where the boy 
walks and holds again the metal box: 

side upon side upon side, he never stops, 
grows that way small and this way large. 


I've become illiterate of space. Sophistries 

of magnitude confuse, ambiguous 

as dream. What works the utter volume of the world 
whirls and widens heedlessly away. 


Even so, the boy and box hold still, 
infinite and two-dimensional. 


Words contrive the violent range of galaxies 

this way small and that way large 

raging in spans of farther galaxies 

answering the time 

when words first shaped the sacred orbs of space, 
shaped God, our Shaper, once. 


iat 

About the metal box: 

That tin wall with all its pseudo-vanishing 
like dreams in dreams of dreamers dreaming 


It’s all about chocolate 
I remember a balloon rising, rising, 


that way small, concentrating altogether out 
into other, farther blue 


boy gone, dream gone, balloon blown 
out 


all matter, ourself or anything, 
shrunk to senseless energy 


emptied events 

like yesterdays reducing in the memory, that way small 
and almost colorless, or soon 

darker than chocolate. 


I’m the infinite boy I left and the last 
frustration of mothering zero 
comes this way large. 
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Voltages and a Fading Coal 


...a Spiritual state very like to that cardiac condition which 

the Italian physiologist Luigi Galvani, using a phrase almost 

as beautiful as Shelley’, called the enchantment of the heart 
— Stephen Dedalus 


Once in June 
lightning rang my telephone 


Once in childhood 

I touched a socket with my fingertips 
and felt omnipotence 

buzzing through my bone 


Late in the Enlightenment 

damp muscles in Galvani’s frog 
twitched and shuddered to the charge 
of a “weak metallic arc” 


In the eighteen-hundreds Emerson spoke of dream-power 
transcending all limit and privacy 

by virtue of which 

a man is a conductor of 

the whole river of electricity 


In the Summer of 1953 the radio announced 
Ethel and Julius Rosenberg had been 
electrocuted 


post-mortem examinations of electrocuted criminals 
revealed 

a number of interesting phenomena 

the temperature of the body rose promptly after death 


the heart 
at first flaccid when exposed 
gradually contracted and assumed a tetanized condition 


the blood was profoundly altered biochemically 
it was of a very dark color 
and rarely coagulated 


Sometimes at night 

something in my head goes PING 
a brainspark blows my dream; 

I wake to smokeless dark 
unscorched 

and turn to find my love 
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Part III 


LAST YEARS 
AND 
NURSING HOME 


Final Diagnosis 


[coded for colleagues by Dr. Peters, Resident Geo-therapist] 


The layers broke up into smaller and smailer pieces. 
Earthquakes fractured rhem. 


In time the rock’s internal stresses 
popped off a chunk here and there 
with help from 


ice 
prying cracks open and 


acid 
softening the seams. 


When the pieces were small enough 
the wind or rain moved them away. 


All the pieces get small enough. 
It's just a matter of time. 
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Fish, Two Grown-Ups, Christ (1975) 


I shave this semblance of my Father's face 
and staunch some blood my razor caught. 


I see him on his knees one brilliant summer afternoon 
building us a dock with nails and wood 
where later on I caught and scraped and gutted fish. 


That sacrifice of living time and flesh, 

the nails and wood, and now my bit of blood, 
revive the rage of Sister Thomasine, 

rigorous nun, whose reading of the death of Christ 
set her eyes aflame with blame. 


Father and nun. Digested by the earth long since, 
they sift through particles 

of sand, perhaps, or wood, or the knees of penitents, 
or even through the drifting heft of fish 

like those I imaged in the hearth last night, 

orange perch, shadowy bass, minnows smoldering, 
and near the bottom, wall-eyes glittering. 


Sister Thomasine, 

I no longer cry for Christ; 

I see my father in my aging face, 
I staunch our blood. 


The Unknown General: Souvenirs (1978) 


His face is staring there among the bric-a-brac, 
clearly General Staff 

surviving in a two-inch photograph 

framed in flaming red, a souvenir 

slightly marred by soft white stains 

like floating smoke above old battlefields. 

He’s donned his medals, 

an imperial row, now indistinct and dim, 

but neatly pinned. 


In childhood 
and through most of puberty, I dreamed 
I would be brave in the fine smoke of battle, 
and loved by healthy girls whose flesh I'd spare 
by wounding other flesh 


and I believed 
whatever weapon pierced my flesh, 
bullet, shrapnel, sword, or bayonet, renewed 
the sacred penetrations that sanctify the world: 


Adam in Paradise 

Cain at the plow 

Mary and her Ghost 

The nails that pinioned Christ 


But once in war I came to know 
I was outranked by any child 
great moonlight bombers slew. 


I stare against the calm unsparing stare 
of this old general and hear historic sounds 


of bomb and shell applauding through his brain. 
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Viaticum (1979) 


Just then things brightened in the rain, as though 
mere earth in face and flower shown from a private glow 
that made the sun irrelevant. At forty-two 


I watched a young man gather in 
his final light through dull eyes down 
to shocked recesses; and I know he must have seen, 
as I anointed him, 
the frightened spector of my face. 


Not obsessed with death, I sometimes go 
through lovely light, certain of the sun. 
Fearless and preoccupied I gaze 


serenely out, forgetting how I owe 
a mortal gesture, pious or obscene, 
back across the many-colored days. 


Person-To-Person (1979) 


The phone rang, hysterical syllables, nonsense. 
“JANE... verdure drying toward the fall” ? 

then another said “...departed peacefully: 

numb in a coma.” Peaceful? in nomine ....parted? 
and then, lucid, 

“McCaughlin’s parlor...St. Ephrem’... You'll 
say the...? Saturday...” Dead 

syllables murmured over marble, Domine, non sum dignis 
I thought of “verdure” drying toward 

the fall 

in late summer childhood familiar grass 

merely green when we were worthy 

we were worthy 

we were 


oh KR 


Jane, 

the compensating words they made us memorize 
so many years ago are almost lost, almost 
inaudible “mea culpa, mea culpa, most grievous 
fault...” 


but I recall a certain silence 

shared in winter once: 

waves frozen, suspended in their summer shape, 
glowing crest and trough, transfixed. 


Wondering, we stared, together and delighted 
in that cold. 


Whenever I feel young enough to want to learn 


I try to see it there in front of us 
wordless and aglow. 
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Abortions (1979) 


He has bent his bow like an enemy: He...slew all 
that were pleasant to the eye in the tabernacle of the 
daughter of Zion. 

— Lamentations 2:4. 


That was how she died and would I “celebrate 
the mass...” 

and find the words to purge? 

find atoning images to help us understand 
the spector of a dark and bloodied room? 


or understand the ravaging of God since the first 
fierce and holy horn purged redundant 

screams of slaughter 

in the “cities of the nations 

the Lord your God is giving you”? 


or understand the shadow of the cross beneath a bomber 
trembling against the savaged earth 
toward pagans hiding with their children? 


I might begin, 

“Long before the testament of Zion, 

the ocean, deaf and innocent, 

began the risk of wombing. Life seeds on 
despite whatever flesh is torn 

in bed or battlefield. Despite...” 

From a corner of my room two birds, 
healthy in their cage, begin to sing, 

dry swells of sound, 

neither clarion, nor serenade, nor requiem. 


Parakeet and Pilot (1979) 


Nearly dead, she will not sing her flight, this trifle 
in the corner of the room, 
losing the little heat that all the living lose. 


Unlike my childhood dream of flight 

decades ago: the helpless ALBATROS, gaudy fuselage aflame, 
propellor feathering, 

burning back to earth in Europe’ smoke 

while I salute and roar away. 


Now, a cold bird gone, 
I clean the cage. 
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Hallowe’en 


It’s late enough, my private ghosts and guisers have withdrawn, 
they beg no more, play no more pranks; 

the past has stopped arriving, 

even in my dreams. A spectral absence haunts 

me now, near dawn. 


Saints succeed in their indifferent way. 
They’ve nothing to resolve in these old haunts; 
they’ve left the neighborhood 
for good. 
What creaks and shimmers through the walls 
is hardly holy, hardly sinister, 
a beam, perhaps, or stair, or banister, 
innocent, aging, crepitant. 


Meantime the pumpkin glows upon the windowsill, 
seedless, plump, and like the rest of us 
(save ghosts and saints, or souls 
burning in purge or doom), like the rest of us, 
bio-degradable, 

above his toothless grin, eyes 
glitter, giddy, through the glass. 


KK 


Just before I went to sleep 

I thought I heard, 

oh, somewhere past the edge of town, 
a red stag roar in late October rut. 


Late Winters 


1. This Cold 

This cold, he knew, was only seasonal. 
All things held still and centering, 

wood tightened in the trees and wall, 
earth hardened in the hollow and the hill: 
mere wintering. 


In that moment of the mute and beautiful 

he heard across the cold a shallow call 

that held the heat and need of some lone animal, 
drift soft and wandering. 


2. That Year’s Moon 

That year’s moon went wild with autumn, caught 
some men alone and made them mad; 

He was alone. But he was winter-wise 

and kept indoors to nourish what he had 

of warmer memory against the last surprise 

that had to come to make his memory naught. 


He had a hearth and bed and one large chair, 

and all his friends lacked shadows, sat austere, 
awaiting amends he’d set his mind to make 

as priest, as friend, and from a recent fear 

that they were more than shadowless. The lake 
began to thaw, snow smoked; he held them there. 


Then winter was, like him, another thing 

old. And with the warmth he let them go, 
unsatisfied with his apologies. 

The empty chair, dark hearth, and vernal flow 
sent him to bed without his memories. 

The icicles cracked and died with spring. 
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Nursing-Home (1986-87) 


1. The Senile General In the Garden 


hears the names of flowers bursting out 
from war-games in his childhood “near the Somme” 
peTUNia! beGONia! peTUNia! peTUNia! 


from field maneuvers staged in Tennessee 
peTUNia! beGONia! rose-rose-rose! peTUNia! peTUNia! 


from battles in the 40's near the Rhine 
rose-rose-rose beGONia! BLOOM! rose-rose. 


BLOOM! peTUNia! 
BLOOM! BLOOM-BLOOM! 


a few far-off poppies, 
and in the silence, a vision of the proud 
gladiolus. 


2. The Senile General Contemplates a Snail 


your cave lurked dim beyond my dew 

air billow cases soared us loft 

glazed were the creepts our mergings knew 
in the gracious daze we donned and oft 


O morning stain that marked our stealth! 
O wistfulness! O west cargo! 

weren't we one dear innershell 

one pulsing bed one live chateau? 


a taintair and belivered sigh 

1 offer all who laugh then lapse 

and you with your cold and stoning eye 
I kiss in my apocalypse. 


3. The Senile General Remembers High School 


We used to sneak away 
from Virgil’s dull hexameters 
or Caesar's Vercingetorix and play the radio. 


Sometimes brave triumvirates conspired to commit 
“twin-killings,” and quick historians, 

Reagan, Allen, trochaic and hysterical, 

extolled the deed the moment it took place. 


Now although the sponge of memory cakes inside 
my brain, I can still recite by heart 

the old heroic catalogue, 

mono-syllabic and vernacular: 


Zack Wheat Ty Cobb Clint Frank Ken Strong 
Mel Ott Chuck Klein King Carl Prince Hal 
BABE RUTH (Ah, The Babe! Cheez, The Babe!) 


Brief potent sounds, like “God,” like “Christ,” 
paranomastically profound: 

Ken (mind), Strong (body), 

Babe (Messiah), Ruth (mercy). 


Almost all forgotten now (Not Ruth! Not Ruth!) 
impalpable and dumb (Not Ruth!) 

in some celestial stadium 

where two exhausted teams 

are playing, still, the first game ever played 

and God is in the stands. 


De) 
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4. McCaffery’s Solitaire 


from 1 PM. to 2:15 he played 

a kind of solitaire with six or so 
uncertain photographs 

he thumbed them down with care 


complained about a missing 
ACE 
was told to wait 


complained he could not see their 
EYES 
was told to look again 


played a round of “faces wild” 
complained about a missing 
SPADE 

was told to wait 


complained about a missing 
CHUCK 
was told the chuck was there 


exclaimed he was about to 
CHEAT 
was told to go ahead 


complained about a missing 
CHILD 
was told the child was there 


at 2:15 began to whimper 
asked for different cards 


5. Transfusions 


Nourished through a needle, waiting for the nurse, 
I sleep. 


Somewhere back there, inside my dream, beyond my room, 


ancestors converge, 


a nameless multitude engaged in random copulation, 


myriad couples coupling 
whose every throbbing heart throbs on in mine. 


Set on the stretcher 

I think of tables bearing flesh for holidays, 

sliced and scraped from bone, 

with other flavors out of seed, vine, branch, earth, 
ploughed for, bedded, plucked, picked, 

gathered on the table, 

swallowed into further flesh, and seed, and blood. 


Trundled toward the operating room, 

I contemplate again the history of my blood 
pulsing down the centuries, 

closer at last than history, 


coursing through the heat and verve of recent hearts: 


Hank and Emma Lizzie and Chips 
Henry and Edna-clair 


ORR CR RRR RRR 


Every holiday with nursing care 

my mother, Edna-clair, 

would baste the dinner turkey, 

sleek belly browning in the stove, 
warm as a womb, 

succulent paunch ready to be carved... 


I drowse off into surgery. 
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6. McCaffery’s Bardo 


(Bardo: a dreamlike state between life and death, influenced by the 


spiritual support of attendent relatives and friends.) 


He wasn’t quite anonymous in air. Pain 
surged through caverns in his skull, 
but he was almost loose above his bones. 


Sister Thomasine sat down beside his bed, 
chaste and in her twenties once again, 
concerned about his conscience and his death 


now, in penultimate Miami, even now. 

She called him firmly by his Christian name, 
and once again she led him by the hand 
where incense burned near marble long ago, 
past faces in the stations of the cross 

toward the wistful gaze of a one-eyed pastor. 


But pain blanked through his skull down there. 
He shuddered, hovering above the wrinkled nun, 
who called him shrilly by his family name 

while he flew far beyond her angry voice 

to find behind the bounds of Paradise 

the truant pastures of eternity, 

nameless as Miami to a bird. 


7. McCaffery’ Karma 
I lapsed from drying daylight down 


through slippery dreams and jellies of old memories 
toward another womb 


soul-in-soul again 


I bathe toward waking, sweet moist waiting. 


The Final Flight (a mourner) 


The final flight was quite uncertain. 

I accounted for the shift of shadow 
because the window curtain 

that kept dusk solemn in the meadow 
shivered from the sill; 

I saw the meadow. It was still. 


I had been certain that with human death 
there is, invisibly, the final flight, 

swift with the anguish of the latest breath 
and birds shriek wildly in the night. 

I was one to watch him die. 

These legends lie. 


The little flame above the candle glittered 
evenly. I thought it best to leave. 

There reached us muffled through the curtain 
the common song a late bird uttered 

wild with life and very brief. 

The final flight is quite uncertain. 
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The poem, “Final Diagnosis,” consists of words found in an 
explanatory plaque in Arches National Park, Utah. 


In the poem, “Sacrifications,” George Peters is quoting from Popul 
Wuh by Albertina Saravia E. (Turismas, Publicaciones Turisticas). 


The quotation on the title page comes from Bright Air, Brilliant Fire, 
by Gerald Edelman. (Basic Books, 1992). 


The quotation from R. Feynman is from The Character of Physical 
Law (Cambridge: MIT Press, 1965). 


In the poem, “Voltages and a Fading Coal,” the “post-mortem” 
information is from the Encyclopedia Britannica. 


Harry Staley, Protessor Emeritus at State University of New York at 
Albany, is known widely as a Joyce scholar and continues to teach 
courses at SUNY on James Joyce, romanticism, and the theatre of 
the absurd. Born in upstate New York, he was raised and educated 
in Brooklyn, “according to the philosophy of the Counsel of [rent 
and the Catholic Counter: Reformation.” In 1942, he left St. John’s 
University to enlist in the army and served in the U.S., France and 
Germany (“Vosges Campaign and a fairly yuiet comer of the Bulge.”) 
He was editor of Battalion (alternative-press) Newspaper for a brief 
period before being transterred “for denouncing segregation in 

the army.” The war experience, he says, “moved his political- 
cultural-philosophical allegiances noticeably to the left of 

St. Thomas Ayuinas.” 


Alter the war, Staley received his baccalaureate degree from St. Johns 
and completed his Ph.D. degree at the University of Pennsylvania 
while teaching English Literature and Theatre at Loyola College, 
Maryland, the University at Albay; and the American University at 
Paris. He has also taught at Xiamen University it: Fukien, China. 


In recent years, Staley has revived his lite as a poet, publishing in 
Groundswell, Lhe Little Magazine, and Lhe Berkshire Review. Earlier, 
his poerms were published in Pennsylvania Literary Review, Arizona 
Quarterly ( Poetry Award it: 1957), and other periodicals. With his 
close colleayue, the late Lom Smith, he developed a multi-media 
performauce of Finnzgan’s Wake and another film based on the 
“Brideship and Gulls” episode with his wite, Helen Raynes Staley. 
He reads regularly it. New York’s Capital Region and in Ireland 
where the Staleys spend their summers. 
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HARRY C. STALEY 


“What a marvelous poetic biography Harry Staley has given 
us! He follows the life of a chaplain, who comes of age, 
matures, grows old in wars real and imagined: the Great 
War that preceded his birth, World War Two, Korea, Vietnam. 
It is a record of time’s most enduring scars on one man’s 
psyche: the world perceived through relentless violence and 
untimely death, through the myth of Babe Ruth, the Aeneid, 
the films of Buster Crabbe, through Jesus, a one-eyed priest, 


an aging nun, who inhabit or surround the raw but polished 
images of this narrative of memory (‘maggots cleanse the 
battlefield leaving bits of boneshine’). The coherence, the 
wit, and the power of Staley’s first published work are 


formidable. A virtuoso performance.” 


William Kennedy 
MacArthur Fellow and 
Pulitzer Prize-Winning Author of /ronweed 
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